THE TRIANONS

XI

Marie-Ange was wandering about the great gallery of the Hotel
Trianon. She felt desperately lonely. She longed with all her heart to
find a friend. But even the people she knew best only uttered such
phrases as, "How do you do, my dear.. . How are you, my dear young
friend, you're looking ravishing..." and seemed strangers to her, dis-
tant and inhuman. And she replied, "Very well, thank you. . ." be-
cause she could say nothing else. And she relapsed into a melancholy
silence that might have been taken equally well for shyness, contempt
or mere stupidity. To whom could she confide her troubles?

She would have liked to have seen among the crowd who jostled her
in her dumb unhappiness a mannequin from Marcel Germain's, one of
the girls with whom for several months she had shared a room, work,
nudity, love-affairs and the fear of pregnancy.

Simon came back fairly soon. The Members of Parliament voted in
alphabetical order, beginning with the letter drawn by lot before the
start of the vote. The letter drawn had been " J." Lachaume had there-
fore been among the first to climb the steps of the tribune and place his
voting paper in the big urn from which would emerge the name of
the Head of State.

He had about an hour before the ballot could be completed and
recorded.

"Let's go and walk in the gardens a little," he said to Marie-Ange.
"Then we can wander slowly back to the Congress Hall!5'

The sap was running at its strongest in the trees and they were
clothed in their full spring foliage, their most brilliant green.

The great fountains were working, throwing from the centre of their
basins jets of sunlit mother-of-pearl towards the sky.

Tritons, dolphins, naiads, sea-horses poured out their watery spray
in which all the colours of the rainbow formed and dissolved. Neptune's
and Apollo's chariots lay screened behind curtains of water.

The air was full of the great sound of the cascades. Pomonas clasped
their harvest to their breast, Hercules leaned on his club, nymphs lurked
in their groves, fauns smiled above their pipes, Hermes extended a hand
from which two fingers were missing, as they all warmed their exquisite
marble limbs under the April sky.

There were many people in the avenues enjoying this old fairy-
land that had been planted, built, sculpted and carved two hundred
and fifty years before and became more miraculous still as time went
on.

"Well, Simon?" Marie-Ange asked.

"I saw my wife," he said. "She refuses, and I have no means of
bringing pressure to bear."

From the feeling of faintness that assailed her, the sense of total
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